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FEBRUARY 8, 1898. 
A CHANCE. 
’ a My name is in the papers to-day 
»> For everybody to see, 
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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Attended the first meeting of the Honourable 
Society of the Baronetage, and gave them a few tips, so that they 
got on very smoothly. Also went over to Bandon, and gave the 
railway strikers there a few tips. They didn’t seem to like my 
style —still— 


PERHAPS. 


When workmen can’t get what they like, 
From what are known as masters, 

They feel compelled to go and strike 
And court absurd disasters. 

The Cork and Bandon railway chaps 
When I the matter mention 

Will Cork their feelings up (?) and p’r’aps 
A-Bandon their intention. 


Thursday.—The Kaiser's birthday raised my “‘ mailed fist’ (with a 
glass init) and drank some “‘ Hock, hock, hock” in commemoration. 
“ Let the toast pass ’’—anything when you're thirsty. Took a waft 
over to Klondyke just to see how they are getting on. Cold and 
short commons rather prevalent. Lots of gold, though, but the 
claims are all taken up. Sold some sandwiches which I didn’t want 
for some nuggets, and came home again. Went along to Stirling 
and heard Mr. Morley orate, and back to the Progressive meeting in 
St. James’s Hall. 


Friday.—Another comical “libel case’"°-—the Standard sued for 
damages for a misprint! When will these “legal larks ”’ be punish- 
able, I wonder? Think I {shall make hay while the sun shines, 
though. 


Notice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any co-vtr 
unles mnar by 











The circumstance I hasten to say 
Is filling my soul with glee. 

I don’t expect to startle the town 
By having it there—not I, 

But, seeing one letter is upside down, 
An action for libel will *‘ lie.” 


Spent the afternoon—-something like an afternoon—-among Mr. 
McWhirter’s delightful (Mc) Whirter-colours. 


Saturday.—Found some more gold in Canada, and set the report 
afloat. Came round by Australia and started the fourth test match 

rather a bad start, I’m afraid. Heard Christie Murray on the 
Dreyfus business. He presented us with an illuminated address. 
Good ‘‘ lecture,’’ but the whole thing ‘“‘ goes without saying.’’ Dined 
with the Duke of Cambridge and the Italian Royal Family at the 
Quirinal. 

Monday.—Discovered a heap of coins of Edward I. at Pennecuick 
—wasn’'t Penny-quick enough to keep it to myself, so had to look 
pound-foolish and hand over the treasure trove. Tried to banish 
thought and raise my spirits amid shoals of political and L.C.C, 
electioneering meetings. Felt more depressed, if anything. Hada 
look at the Australian cricket, and came back and bought a mummy 
at Stevens’, Covent Garden, without raising my spirits a bit. Perked 
up a trifle in the evening, and went to the Royal Geographical 
Society to hear Mr. Cavendish on Somaliland, 


Tuesday.—Went off early to the Australian match—came back 
quickly—afraid we're in for a thorough licking. Came round by 
Canada and found more gold. How long is this going on, I wonder ? 
Heaps of people on the rush for it, and scarcely any of them will 
make anything out of it. If only the objectionable people would go 
now—and get lost—how happy we all might be. 

GOOD RIDDANCE. 
We're frequently told they’ve ‘ discovered more gold "’ 
In Canada’s frozen ways, 
And (weather permitting) the people go flitting 
To find that it hardly pays. 
Now, I have been thinking I'd like (like winking !) 
To cram in some good ship’s hold, 
Discouraging editors, humbugs, and creditors 
And send them to get that gold. 
Coming across America fell in with a huge blizzard, but reached the 
meeting of the London Reform Union at St. Martin’s Town Hall 
and the Hairdressers’ Competition at St. James’s Hall safe and 


sound, 
THe SPOTTER. 


butions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
a stamped and addressed envelope. 





























































a. we 





rere? we : = 
Se Su aes 


oe 





eee 
= * J on 2 - 


a 











FesRvuARY 8, 1898. 











fo NW fbf / y / If 
Py, LAY 






—————— 





PROPER PRIDE. 
Bill (the Dosser)—-‘‘ Something to do, Sir? Why, yes, Sir, if I, a gentleman and a 
scholar, could descend to manual labour, perhaps I could, Sir!” 


An Accomplished Bishop. 


(‘The Bishop of London, in distri- 
buting the prizes at a needlework class 
the other day, declared that he himself 
was capable of sewing on a button.”’— 
Daily Paper.| 
Wuo does not know that ominous crack 
Which places one’s feelings on the rack, 
Creating a torrent of rhetoric 
For the scurvy button that’s played a 

trick, 

And yielded to over tension ? 

And as in this limp condition you roam, 
You wonder, ‘*However shall I get 
home ? 
How drain to the dregs this bitter cup, 
With nothing to brace my spirits up, 
Or the garments I dare not mention ?” 


These incidents are enough to make 
A strong man quaver, a stout man quake, 
And the frequency of such sad mishaps 
To lone and uncared-for bachelor chaps 
A lesson profoundly teaches ; 
And even those who are happily wed 
Will do well to take a needle and thread, 
For they’ll find themselves much happier 
men, 
If they know how to deal with the mis- 
chief when 
A button comes off their breeches ! 


We envy our Bishop's sewing powers, 
Ah, would that his dexterous skill were 
ours ! 
For he, thrice fortunate, has no share 
In the petty worry we have to bear 
When buttons behave like traitors ; 
And who'll deny ’tis an act of grace, 
Well worthy a bishop’s exalted place, 
Not only to sow good seed on his way, 
But to sew on buttons as well, when they 
Come off—let us say—his gaiters! 





Ambiguous. 
Ir is announced that Professor Miall 
will lecture on ‘* A Yorkshire Moor,” on 
Friday, the 18th inst., at 9 0’clock. How 
many nvialls off will his audience be ? 
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play **Cock o’ the North,” but 
charge tune of the Gordons.) 





Boadicea. 


[A plaster cast of a statue of Boadicea has been placed at the 
Westminster end of the Thames Embankment for the inspection of 
the London County Council.} 


Wuy, what is this object of fear, 
This dame who would curb reinless horses ? 
‘Tis the famed British queen, Boadicea, 
In the act of addressing her forces 
Informing her braves that your matronly briton 


Was, is, and will e’er be a “ tough one” to “ sit on.” 


And here the New Woman will stand 
With a confident smile on her features, 
And in an oration quite grand 
Will explain to poor, timid, male creatures— 
‘* This excellent statue designed is to show man 


How woman could pose e’en the might of the Roman.” 


So Honour, triumphant at last, 

May rule over Time's constant ravage ; 
Brave deeds of the centuries past 

May hallow the rude semi-savage ; 


And London's grim toilers, whose hands are so horny oft, 
May thank their good Councillors—and Mr. Thornycroft. 


—=x 


Patriotic. 


(It is now stated that at the capture of Dargai the pipers did not 
“The Haughs o' Cromdale,”’ the 


We don’t care an atom what tune it was plaved. 





A SUGGESTION 


Trojan must Act like a Trojan. 


TO THE IMPRISONED EDITOR OF 
** KLADDERADATSCH.” 


WE deplore your distressful immuring, 
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O, Trojan !—for, bolted and barred 
In a fortress, two months of enduring 
Vile durance will, doubtless, seem hard. 
But we hope, when your prison you skip from, 
You'll “ diss” your brusque frankness afar, 
And receive a sly wrinkle or tip from 
The hero whose namesake you are! 
For the Trojan of old time was noted 
(Though not quite a saint on the whole), 
For the fact that he aye was devoted 
To In1um, both body and soul! 


We chuckle—we Britons -- we chortle 
At a Law which so basely can bend, 

That from jests of a mirth-making mortal 
It will stoop a crowned head to defend! 

sut the Germans, by right or by wrong, hold 
An opposite view :—so we’re bold 

To suggest that, when freed from your stronghold, 
You should act like a Trojan of old! 

Let your true views in private be quoted; 
3ut, in taking the editor’s réle. 


swear (through thick and through thin) you’re devoted 
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“Fun” in Earnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


I wonveEr if ever in the history of this country we have had quite 
such a lot of work before us as at the present time. I should say 
not. Have we ever had so many against us at the same time? 
I think not. It is evidently a put up job between Russia, Germany, 
and France. Violently jealous, afraid to move without each other, 
they have determined to have a go at us all at once. 


* % * 


I wonder what the end of it all will be. Shall we be wiped out ? 
I think not. But, if so, as the Attorney-General said the other 
day, better die fighting for a good cause, better a sudden dis- 
appearance into the Ewigkeit, than to be bullied and then starved. 
It would be a glorious death, for Freedom. But it won’t be death. 
It will be victory and glory. There are the younger Britains to be 
reckoned with, and they will want a lot of beating. 


I think we are all getting tired of the present state of things, and 
would like matters to be straightened out, nomatter how. We are 
tired of this continual bickering and threatening, and would 
sacrifice much to see it ended. The time seems to have come again 
when we have got to face the world. Well, we have done it before, 
and I daresay, when it comes to the push, we shall do it again. 
But if our statesmen are statesmen and our friends are friends, we 
shall not stand alone, by any means. We have only to treat Japan 
properly and her magnificent fleet and her brave army are at our 
disposal; Italy will not be against us at any rate; the United 
States are probably not to be relied upon, but if the worst came to 
the worst I am not at all sure that they would stand by and see us 
pitted against the whole world. 


During the late crisis with Germany the New York Sun, the 
bitterest anti-English paper in the States, startled the world by 
saying that America would not stand by and see us with our back 
to the wall against a European coalition, and that is what it looks 
like at present. There is nothing cowardly in looking at things 
from this point of view. We know that our men are the finest on 
earth, we know that our fleet is the terror of our rivals, and were it 
not for that we should have been in the thick of it long ago. It is 
to our strength that we owe peace, and let the peace-at-any-price 
folk put that in their pipes and smoke it. But it is question of 
numbers; it is the force of numbers that might bear us down. So 
it is only wise to look around to see who are our friends. 


xk s * 


One thing is very certain. If war comes now we have more friends 
outside Eurcpe than we could ever have reckoned on before, for we 
are fighting the world’s battle against the vast military monarchies 
—with Republican France thrown in to give a Gilbertian touch to 
the whole affair—who seek to close the world’s markets against all 
but themselves. 


* 


It is a very solemn moment in the history of our country, all our 
patriotism, all our strength, all our devotion are required by 
England now. Let their be no factions. Only a nation face to face 
with a very serious peril. We cannot think of party, of individuals, 
only of England. No one knows what any moment may bring 
forth, the match is very near to the powder magazine, the blaze 
may burst forth to-morrow. Hand in hand, heart to heart, stern, 
resolute, calm, without bluster, and without fear, whatever is in 
store for us, let us wait with a prayer in our hearts and ‘Our 
Country ”’ for our cry, and be ready to meet it as our fathers met 
death before, to find in it victory. 


¥ * x 


So the law has decided that a vegetarian society is a charitable 
institution. Well, well, of course, we must not criticise the law; I 
would not think of doing sucha thing. The only thing that I will 
say is that I totally disagree with it. After this, if the law is not 
amended, something serious will happen. If a vegetarian society is 
a charitable institution, what is a sporting club? One is formed 
for the propagation of one fad, the other fad for the propagation of 
another. Surely vegetarianism isn’t a charitablething. It usually 
makes the sane man quite angry, and it cannot be a charity to do 
that, can it? Whom is it charitable to? To the poor devil it has 
persuaded to do without good meat, and makes him an en#mic 
good-for-nothing ? To the butchers whom it deprives of the means 
of earning their living ? To the poor vegetables ruthlessly sacrificed 

‘der t t , ad hv the ahst ere 
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Contempt. 


CERBERUS :— 
Harcourt-head His progress we must surely bar— 
Morley-head Precisely! That's the game— 
Asqutth-head But much I fear, 
A way he'll clear, 
And get there just the same! 
Harcourt-head Of course, you'll take the cue from me! 
Morley-head Well, Harcourt, we shall see ! 
Asquith-head You see, you've led 
Until your head 
Is ** swelling wisiblee.”’ 
Morley If you'll allow me, I suggest— 
Asquith Well+really—I must say— 
Harcourt Look here, you two, 
We've work to do, 
Your leader pray obey! 
Morley Our leader! Well, I am the head !— 
Asquith Our head? Good heavens! You? 
Harcourt But why this fuss ? 
This animus ? 
I've had enough for two! 
Asquith Precisely, sir, but not for three 
Harcourt You'd like to lead yourself— 
Morley They really make 
A great mistake 
Who'd put me on the shelf ! 
Asquith I'm up to every Party trick 
Harcourt Exactly—so am I! 
Morley But I’m the man 
To wisely plan 
A sparkling “‘ Party cry !”’ 
Harcourt All talk! For I Was born to lead— 
Morley And I to lead was born 
Asquith Well, if you hope 


With Joe to cope, 
I'l] lead that hope forlorn! 


Harcourt (indignantly) You lead! It’s really too absurd ! 
Morley (suavely) It really would not do! 
Asquith (threateningly) We are but friends 


For Party ends! 


All (angrily) Pooh, pooh, sir, who are you? 
(The heads snarl and snap at each other. Enter Hercules.) 
HeERcuLES (looking at Cerberus contemptuously) :— 


Poor dog, your doom is drawing nigh, 
Your day is nearly done! 
Advice you spurn 
But you will learn 
Three heads can’t equal one. 
I want to pass, and pass I will; 
For while you snarl and bite, 
You little know 
Your slandered foe 
Is spoiling for the fight. 
Poor dog, you think to bar my way, 
Or to pretend to think ; 
Best give it up, 
sefore the cup 
Of woe you have to drink. 
Best stand aside and let me pass ; 
I strike a heavy blow 
And Iam bound 
To clear the ground 
3efore me, as I go! 
Poor dog, poor silly little dog— 
My way you mean to bar— 
You foolish cur, 
You'd better stir 
Before this goes too far. 
For when I’m wroth I'm wroth indeed; 
My strength you can’t gainsay— 
Best drop your pride, 
And stand aside, 
And let me go my way. 
Poor dog! and must I strike you down !— 
Such stubbornness is crime— 
Do as you like, 
Sut I must strike, 
I cannot waste my time. 
Oh, well, if you will have it so! 
And dare to tempt your fate— 
Poor dog, alas, 
I mean to pass, 
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E KNEW HER SEX. 
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Her friends tell her she is so. ’ 
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The Drink-Mixer’s Mixed Advantage. 


The Uses of Fog. 


‘ientist has said a good word for the London fog. He has 
vered that it has antiseptic properties which destroy injurious 


? 





1s in the air.—Datly Paper. 





Most pe ople think the London fog a curse, 
Declaring there is nothing that is worse 
Than our “ particular ”’ 
(nd ofttimes we have been extremely bored 
Kv savage diatribes against it, poured 
In our auricular! 


’ 


To be imprisoned in belated trains 

Develops in the mildest heart some strains 
Of inhumanity ; 

But Science (with a most colossal 5) 

Informs us that our fog-produced distress 
Is merest vanity ! 


In fact, we’re all of us ungrateful worms, 
Since fog has slaughtered that most dread of germs— 
The wild bacillus; 
Its antiseptic property arrests 
he onward march of microscopic pests, 
All fain to kill us! 


But there’s another benefit it brings, 

Which ranks amongst a crowd of little things 
Unknown to Science— 
s impecunious ones, 
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HEADS, AND CONSEQUENTLY SO 
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“Spooky ” Spondulicks, Esq. 
No. 7.—A DOUBTFUL AMUSEMENT. 


THERE was a twinkle in the eye of the aged porter as he recalled 
various traits of character demonstrated by Uncle James Spondu- 


FUN. 


licks during his pauperdom. 


They were all stories of some petty 


FiceBRUARY 8, 1898, 


have it. I can’t spend nearly a thousand pounds in sixty minutes. 
I wish I could. What shall I do?” 

“Do! Oh! go and hang yourself!” 

‘‘That would be foolish, Walter. Why should I harm this poor 
body of yours; it’s doing us very good service.”’ 

‘Good gracious me, uncle! I didn’t mean that literally. 1] 
meant to say, as contemptuously as I could, that I didn’t care what 


you did.” 


You should respect 
] 





or I LMP) OF IHE OLD MAN LOOMED OUT.” 


meanness or artifice while staying in the workhouse, and Uncle 
Jaines frowned as he heard of his own weaknesses, so well remem- 
bered after all these years. 

“There, there! That will do, my good man,” said Uncle James, 
testily, turning angrily towards his nephew, who was shaking his 
shadowy sides in uncontrollable mirth. ‘ Your stories are very 
funny, no doubt; but, as I happen to know they are absolutely false, 


they amount to an impertinencs Go, and fetch vour perlor. 

The keepe f the workhouse gate looked at Uncle James f al 
moment a he w d make ’ nde mberiz 
the £5 note that lay crink n | ! Wel ff vrur ng o7 
his errand 

Half-ai fter } | 
James left the rkhou th eval proof I dea h 
| il ( l ma 

\ ] I i ht I Lhe ld 
man pa wid ti his 1 phew h 
of relief, 

‘There, Walter! hie Lid perhaps « ve ¢ ‘ 
credit for the I managed that ttle It ' i 1) 
plain sailing,” and he smiled benigniv on the attendant shade of 
his nephew 

‘You've forgotten one thing, howev: \ al] {humbug!’ 


said Walter severely. 
‘*And what's that?" inquired Uncle James, alarmed. 
vi Why, to shed a few tears over your own grave, like a dutiful 
nephew whose uncle has left such a heap of coin.” 
“Tush! Don’t be a fool, sir! I've no time for such an absurdit 





‘Then that was very rude of you, nephew. 
my grey hairs.” 

‘*] don’t see any, uncle,” retorted Walter flippantly. ‘* They are 
embodied in my own curly locks."’ 

‘T)on’t be an ass, sir! I want an hour’s amusement before I 
return to my shadowy existence, and look to you to advise me.”’ 

‘‘ Well, there’s the mummy room at the ‘ British,’ the Tower of 
London, the National Gallery—no! that won’t do, to-day’sastudents’ 
day and they charge—or, if you would like a rural trip, there's 
Hampton Court where * Ghosts do walk,’ you know; also there are 


, ] 
several lect i1res——. 
‘‘ Lectures! Demme, sir, I don’t want lectures, I want life, young 


life, and I know where I'll go.” 
‘Where ?”’ echoed Walter, dubiomsly. 

‘hy to‘ The Pantheon’ in Oxford Street.”’ 

you don’t want to lay in % 


‘What on ¢ irth f cE. uncle ? Surely 
Sto ‘k of spirits ? 7 said Wealte r laughine 
\ nephew, I d Good spirits, ha! ha! I remember with 
wha 1 ht lu ed t vo there as a b Ve 
V1 1 demented old fossil, what are vou talking about 


The place is nothing now but 

h! J] understand. What larks! don’t get led away, uncle, 
by the intoxicating pleasures of the place.”’ | 
‘*No fear of that, nephew. I’ve an old head on young shoulders. 
He! he! he!” 

A short drive in a 
the place chosen by the old man 


cab brought Uncle James and his satellite ti 
to spend his first hour of 


raliety. 
An obsequious attendant swung open the door, and they passed 
it. James Spondulicks gazed round amazed. 
“Tt seems strangely altered,’ he exclaimed. 
‘* kin de siécle, uncle,”’ murmured Walter, laughing. 


" We take 


our pleasures sadly now.” 





; : ‘ ‘ ‘ 
My only idea is to e1 VY the Tew hours I am al Wed fT Inhabit thi 
b dy of urs, ] am) a I i! I wea tn} *" 
Then I th te tlre ( , ae 
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Wa ter. At re 1 i { i 
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‘‘ It’s a queer place of amusement,’ muttered the old man, look- 
ing at the rows of desks and busy clerks. 

‘* Do you wish to give an order, sir?’’ said a bland gentleman at 
the desk. 

‘‘No, sir!’’ thundered Uncle James; ‘‘I wish to pay.” 

‘‘Of course, sir. But you will have to give an order first. What 
isit? Spirits ?’’ 

“Can he detect anything?” said James Spondulicks anxiously to 
his nephew, drawing back alarmed; ‘‘I had no idea it was possible.” 

‘It’s simply impossible, uncle,’”’ murmured Walter, trying not to 
laugh. ‘‘ He’s only bluffing you. Remember, you're about 50 years 
behind the times. Don’t stand any of his impe rtinenc e 

“Tl not!” rett urned Uncles James, regaining courage. ‘ Now, 
sir! What do you mean by vour insolence about an < “a ? I've 
come with money to pay, and I insist on paying.” 

‘But, my dear sir, you cannot pay unless you “give an order.” 

‘ But I’ve no orde r to give.” 

“Then why do you come? ~~ wkins, you had better fetch a 
constable, we can’t have this sort of thing. The man’s either mad 
or intoxicated.’ 

The temper of the 
threateningly. 

‘You miserable whipper-snapper!”’ he yelled. ‘* How dare you 
insult a man old enough to be your great grandfather. For two 


1d man loomed out, and he raised his voice 


pins I’d 


The two pins were not forthcoming but t stern al f the law 
was, in the shape of a burly London policeman, and Uncle James 
4 - , 
Spondulicks was ma hed off as a disorder! character, fol veda D\ 
the shad of his nephew. 
“Wel l,may I be toasted!” said the latter as he followed the pair. 
is 7 n't often a man gets a back view of himself bein taken toa 


p ioe, eakion, but I’m in a d 

with him now it may mean a fortnight in limbo. To think theold 
fool didn’t know the glories of the | hee: eon had departed and it 
was now a place of business! What will Bella think?” 


Waftings from the Wings. 


Poor Nellie Farren has fallen out by the way. She has never 
fallen out with her audience. I remember her playing in the 
Orange Tree and the Bumble Bee at the Vaudeville. At that time 
Farine Moss was extensively advertised, and Edward Terry, who was 
in the caste, invoked Nellie: 

“ Bid me fetch Farine Moss from the sea, 

I’d fly Fareen. 

Oh, would you were a fly, 

And I a treacle pot, 

That you would fly to me, 

You should have all the treacle I'd got!”’ 
Subsequently the Gaiety became the Thespian Temple wherein her 
triumphs were achieved, in conjunction with Edward Terry, Kate 
Vaughan, Phyllis Broughton, Connie Gilchrist, and others. For 
genuine fun I have never seen equalled her mirth-provoking antics 
* Phe forty Thieves, The C orsican Brothers, and Alladin, 


spectivel burlesqued up to date. Poor Mis l’arren 
prostrs tan” With stricken nerves. A benent pertormance 1s 
announced = to take place at Old Drury on St. Patrick’s 
Day. H.R.H. the Prince of Wales, a enuine lover of the 


Theatre, generously comes forward and heads the list of donations 


to the fund which it is desired to raise in Miss Farren’s behalf. It 
is to be h pes that there will be no disappointment in this respect 
Subseriptions should be sent to Mr. George Edwardes, Galety 


Theat re, st trand, W. C 
“Tf Youth did know what Age would crave, 


} 


How many a sixpence Youth would save! 


} 


The Nellie Farren benefit will be a record. The prices will be 
the highest known, and the programme will be the _ biggest. 
Irving, Ellen Terry, and Wyndham in the Screen Scene of 
The School for Scandal is only one of the delights promised us. 
ven with stalls at five guineas and gallery at half-a crown, it does 
not seem too much to pay. Private boxes have already changed 
hands at a hundred pounds, and the whole affair is on a similarly 


lulius Cesar at Hi r Majesty’ s Theatre in undoubted success. 

: 1 band of clever exponents of the hi ! irt has never 

I ber ivened Roman history springs into living 

reality. The great profanum VULIUS 18 a pie ndid achievement. 

Shakespeare has no rival. The supply of seat quite equal to 
nd h the fl I appl nt t reat arbor 


Theatre, either this season, after Jalouse, or next October. This 1s 
the first play of Mr. Hope’s that has not been dramatised from one 
of his novels. 


We are to have under Mr. Frohman’s management at the Adelphi 
another draina from America, A Ward of France, in which the 
famous Mr. Maurice Barrymore is to make his reappearance among 
us. «A Ward of France is a story of the period when Louisiana was 
a French province, and Lafitte, the famous French pirate, is one of 
the chief characters. 


London should be very gav Next season if everything comes off 
that is promised us. We are to have an American burlesque 
theatre in London, most probabl; yat the Shaftesbury, whither are 
coming the directors of the Casino of New York, who intend to run 
alternately American musical plays with American companies, and 
English musical plays with English companies, both at the Shaftes- 
bury and the Casino. Properly done, this should spell fortune. 


Miss May Irwin, one of the most popular American actresses, 1s 
coming over for the opening piece, The Belle of New York. After 
that we a pi mised the American version of The Telephone Grrl. 


Mr. George Alexander's revival of Much Ado About Nothing will 
be found to be one of the prettiest entertainments imaginable. 


Evervthin sto be new, and, more than new, novel. Scenery and 
dresses are to take us right away from the previous representations 
of Shak speare’s 0 t alluring comedy. We have een Julia Neilson 
as Rosalind, and that bids us hope for a charming Beatrice, while 
the He: f M Fay Da ;sure to be a fascinating young lady. 
The musi 3 | Kdward German, whose haunting Henry VIII. 
dai a he} t cious of modern musi An artist 
has be to Flo ef Mr. Alexander, in order that the stage 
picture 1 | irate as well as beautiful. In short, Much 
Ado Ab t Nothu r bid fair to be one of the vreatest of the 
so. la u p! 

At the Duke of York’s Theatre it is Mr. George dwardes’ 


intention to produce Jalouse, a three-act comedy, adapted by Mr. 
Brockfold from the French, on Saturday, 12th inst. 


MMPIRE.—-On Monday ev was revived the first tableau from the 
ballet Monte Christo, d nga The new realistic and 
sporting sketch, Racing, ue Geet pel will be presented in a few 
days. 

RoyaL AguariumM.—The sixth annual yachting exhibition was 
opened on the Ist inst. Visitors whilst viewing the boat builder's 
work may at the same time enjoy the music by one of the best 
orchestras in London, and subsequently witness the performances, 
Which are unequalled for variety and wonderment, on the great 
central stage. The exhibition will close on March 2nd. 

Mons. Arthur de Greef will give his second pianoforte recital at 
St. James’s Hall on Tuesday afternoon, the 15th inst., at 3 o'clock, 
and upon that occasion the grand pianoforte will be supplied by 
John Brinstinead and Sons, Wigmore Street. 


‘The Humours of fgersst § consisting of 120 pen and ink drawings, 
by Arthur Morelay which h ave ap Pe cals in the Morning Leader, 


are now published by the Roxburghe lress Limited, at the price of 
ls. The picture ery ial cd eae nd one of the inimitable 
Leech’s illustrations to the Comic Histories. 

The Great Northern Railway Literary Society give their twelfth 
annual smokin concert on Friday, the llth in t, at the (Jueen's 
Hall, Langham llace, W. The programme contain good elections 
respectiveiy [for organ, \ uli t, reciter, cellist, and others. The 
chair will be taken by Kk’. W. Fison, I }., 01.P., at 7-30 p.m, 
precisels 

Mr. What advocates further infliction upon the much 


Fortunately, 


galled ratepayer the creation of local orchestras. 
expend the rates for such a 


local authorities have no power to 
purpose, There j no dearth of music, the ipply exceeds the 
demand, and ve do not want any brought to our doors. It appears 
that Lord Salisbury has been applied to upon the subject, and he 
characteristically snubs same. Sir William Harcourt, it is alleged, 
is “unable to offer any opinion’’ thereon. So we should think. 
His Death Duties Act is sufficient confiscation for any statesman 
to have effected. KRapson his knuckles and corns on his toes, he 
gets enough music wherever he goe A host of impractical people 
an alwa find plenty of that sort--of course, very readily 


one 
lend their support to the suggestion. Finally, Mr. Gladstone lets 
go with at verwhelming torrent of verbosity in favour of bur- 
dening the ratepayer with thislatest idea. Mr. Ingall ingenuously 
says that with a decrease of parochial expenditure the idea 
hecoms rore feasible. Very likely Very few of us live in a 
pa ' the rinkage in the rate County Councils 
nkage No, thank 
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Fesruary 8, 1898. 


The Reason. 


“Haper!”' called out young Levy to 
his parent, who was a clothier, “vy are 
all dese clothes put up in dis gorner by 
derselves ? ” 

“Dey are de garments mit leedle 
holes in dem and grease spots on dem, 
mine poy,” replied Mr. Levy. ‘ Dey 
are for de_ short-sighted gustomers. 
Venever you sees a man comes in, and 
nearly hit his nose against dot pillar near 
de door, and he vants any clothes, gif 
him someting oudt of dot gorner. I 
cater for all sorts of customers, mine 
poy!’ smiled Mr. Levy. 


Misunderstood. 


Ne Old Gentleman (to Street Arab).—‘‘ Do 
\ you belong to the Church of England, 
my boy ?” 
Street Arab.—*No; I berlongs ter 
; Skinner’s-Alley, guv’nor! ”’ 
. The Irony of It. 


\ fA motor-car broke down in City 
toad; a horse was brought, and it was 
towed away. | 








\ THE car that was supposed to push 
\ The horse far into the back-ground, 
Has had to seek the horse’s aid— 
c He gave a “ horse-laugh, ’’ I’ll be bound! 





A Hint. 


Mr. Ower.—‘‘I expect, doctor, there 


\ are still a great many problems in your 
\ profession that you would like to solve ?”’ 

\ Doctor (sarcastically). —** Yes. One is 

\ \ why people seem to think that we never 


At a Dance. 


want our accounts paid!” 
i 
{ 
i 
Y 









—_ Mrs. Twentystun.—'‘ There is no doubt 
: - that heavy people are very light on their 
<= = aa =—— feet.’ 
—L—LgT—__—_ jn Mr. Stepton.—‘' Not when they alight 
- s a r MEY ’ 9 
_ 7 asada . on other people’s. 
SARCASM Irish. 
Mrs. Skinflint. Here is a ha’penny for you, my man; and pray tell me how vou Pat.— Oi’m ashamed fur people to see 
came to be so miserably poor me in these old clothes, Moike.”’ 
Mi mibicant ‘Ah, mum! I was like you —+ fond of n large suis of 1 ev Mike.— Well, can’t yez shut yer oyes 
the poor! whin yez meet anywan ?"’ 
A Quiet Place. 
— | « - | His Excuse. 
Mr. Fidget (in search of apartments)._-‘‘ There must be Sites nls 
My | p . Manistrate.— You've stolen no less th: - — si Seat 
children, or cats or do 1! the mouse. I’ve alway been used te W] ag ' ¥ he Ea vo See than sable dozen live ducks ! 
pra a 1at have you to say! 
quiet lOagINYS. Pri - . 6s Te? ‘ ; ° f . . ’ 
; Lan i] , ircasti vlli in ls urly) 6 VV} it pr ny e ss } TUSONET. It ail OWING to force of habit, vour worship ; ] ma 
sf 4b LY f (45004 C400 C ( tf . y i ( I vt yu ist a 17 gee ‘ 
in 9 : : O1l/-c nuiector 











sinos”” Gadbury’s Needham: 


CUSTARD cocoa Polishing 
POWDER _ Refreshing and Invigorating to the <P> Paste. 


jaded mind and body; delicious to the WP The most reliable preparation for Cleaning 


i dole palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” canes 
NO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! Famity Docror 





Enhances the acceptability of every 
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JOSEPH PICKERING & SONS, SHEFFIELD 
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